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there are no fools today; 
the idiots killed them all: 
pushed them right through the mirror 
of existence 
into the bottomless realm 
of 20th century man-
exit from escape. 
and to think, 
I was a fool, once. 
noone cried for me in my plight 
so I lost the need 
of feeling sorry for yours. 
long live resentment 
apathetically ever after. 
love: 
something you play 
when all other games fail. 
I say to you 
"I love you." 
and your reply? 
"how much must I purchase?" 
tis a pity I lack intelligence, 
explain to me the game again. 
(monopoly isn't loves' affinity, 
of time tempered toll in solidarity? 
love is priced by transient sway 
moral decline- man's decay.) 
the night sky is fading now, 
as the cushioned warm air stands still, 
confusingly still. 

but they in certainty 

will return again 

with all manner of sincerity. 

they alone curtail my apprehensions 

as I rise, 

alone and afraid-

yet still caught in thought 

contemporary to my own being 

and what that is. 

they alone comprise my tangible hope 

that there must be somewhere 

something that is real and honest 

and true and of love ... 
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